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To the Tunc of, 


| Ou Weavers all I pray give car, 


A Story true I will declare, 
Our Maſters they do mucii repine, 


Saying the /rc-r:h them undermine, 


And pets their Trade away from them, 
Are not our Fngli/b filly men, 

For to employ, or ſtand in fear, 

Or bc atraid of proud Montieur. 


Our Weaving Trade is grown fo dead, 
We ſcarcely can get us Bread, 

Our hungry Bellies for to fill, 

Becauſe the French are grown fo ll, 

In felling their work at an under price, 
Winch makes the tears run from our Eyes. 
And Weavers all may curſe their fates, 

Bee __ the French work under-r. es. 


Have we not cauſe for to complain, 

To ſerve ſeven years and all in vain, 

Becaule of theſe falle-hearted men, 

I wiſh they were at France agen, 

By reaſon our work we cannot ſell, 

By them we are ruind, 'tis known full well. 
' And Weavers all may curſe their fates, 
Becauſe the French work under-rates. 


Shooemake:s they Monſieur may curſe, 
They fay ther Trade is grown the w orle, 
Glovers and 'iaylors, all in vain, 
Againſt Monſieur they ſore complain, 
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1 iz for France aud Flolland :-, 


i3ut they at lait I hope may tin 
The F»gli/l to them te unkind. 
7 oi Tradeſmen all, EC. 


The Enz/:th them they do employ, 

Their own Natives they — ann''y, 

I think they are then filly mr 

For to concern with them _ n, 

Since that they know they ate not friends, 
But only tor their ielt-en.Js. 


Tou Tradeſmen all, &c. 


They that have a charge to keep, 
Have nothing to do but only ſeep, 
Becauſe Monficur hath got the Trade, 


They'll :uine us we are halt afraid. 


Come [ct us caſt all forrow away, 
We hope to ſee tome better days. 
I charge vou all ne're [land in foar, 
Nor [c afraid of proud lonitcur. 


Now to conclude, I'll make an cni], 
Hoping all theſe times will mend, 

In the mcan time y our bulineis mind, 
And to your ſelves te fure be kind; 

And never more then curſc your fates, 
Then tor your works keep up your rates. 
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F cha VRe you all ne re fland in ſear, 
Nur le afraid of proud Aoritenr. _ 
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And are to be Sold by A#ſalon Cham- 
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